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When the beautiful spring comes, I order nothing but mint tea on the 
terrace of this cafe but what I like most is the action of the waiter fetching very 
elegantly the small teapot with the fragrant sprig of mint flushing out of its 
spout. Having come to our table, he would raise his hand to the blossoms 
dangling down from the orange-tree above our head and pluck a few flowers to 
dip them carefully down inside the small teapot before going away.  

 
When summer comes with its sun growing broader rand closer, ardour 

creeps into the souls of the ever-careful and ever-reserved beings, reviving in 
them the spirit of emancipation and leading them to seashores, riversides and 
streams. At this moment, yellow is my favourite colour, that of energy, strength 
and renewal. At this time, I enjoy ecstasy.  

 
When autumn comes, with leaves and petals falling down, the winds of 

change blowing all around and the heavily grey sky coming down to converse 
with meadows and rivers. At this time, brown is my best colour: The colour of 
change. And I feel completely new and totally different.  

 
 

When winter comes, with its heavy rain, earth is satisfied with water, 
offering small farmers a chance to express themselves freely by guessing their 
next harvest and comparing the possible crop with the previous one. With 
farmers’ redemption, at this time, I feel myself redeemed.  

 
When spring comes back again, beauty covers the fields: Bees, flowers, 

birds, greenery, fervour, small insects, large animals, sensitive plants... All of 
them are looking for love and expecting offspring. All of them cover themselves 
with green and communicate in green. With spring, I  feel reborn.  

 
Earth is pulsating with singing and chirping and the sky is palpitating 

with brightly living wings: Swallows, messengers of freedom and rebirth, flying 
everywhere so freely that you never can guess their destination out of their 
flight. They fly rightwards, leftwards, frequently changing direction and speed 
whenever they will, absolutely happy to be resurrected...  
 



People around here revere swallows and prohibit hunting them or even 
expulsing them from their nests mud-stuck in the ceilings of any house. 

Accordingly, swallows here enjoy their spring to the last drop. They fly 
without fear and perch freely wherever they want: on branches of trees, on 
clotheslines, on electric wires and never hesitate to spit on top of passers-by and 
cafe customers down on the terraces below, who would powerlessly wipe away 
the spit with their sleeves and smile broadly as they look up to make sure that it 
was nothing but the spit of swallows, spring-time birds. 
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 Above the glowing horizon, the reddish sun extends a sparkling bridge 
floating beautifully on the crystalline sea surface and creeping towards the 
beach, caressing with its soft ripples the little child’s bare feet, pushing them 
forth toward the rocks and drawing them back whenever the tide withdraws: 
pushing forth and drawing back, pushing forth and drawing back...  

 - "Daddy, is that where sharks live?" the boy Asked, pointing with his 
forefinger the ocean.  

 - "Yes, darling, but quite far from here. Sharks prefer to live in the high 
seas" replied the father, quite confident in his words.  

 - "Are they strong, Daddy?"  

 - "Yes, my son, shark is the king of the seas!"  

 - "And, here on dry land, who is the king?"  

 - "Lion, my boy. Lion".  

 - "But which of them can be stronger: Lion or shark?".  

 The child seemed fascinated by the subject.  Perhaps, in his enthusiasm, 
he was imagining every question and every answer visualized events animated 
by his fairy characters.  

 

 The father, considerate and attentive to child’s questions, replied with 
another question:  

 - "But how could there be winners or losers in  contests where neither of  
the competitors can face the other? Each one of them lives peacefully in his 
own kingdom?  Lion in the jungle and shark down in the sea. And even if one 
of them should ever invade the other’s territory, he will inevitably die either by 
asphyxiation on land or  by drowning  at sea. 

 

 All satisfied, the child smiled, watching the sea with wonder and asked 
again:  



 - "But what can be there, deep down in the sea?"  

 - "Life". 

 

 The father realized his son’s embarrassment and confusion and shifted to 
explain:  

 - "There are, at sea, the same setting found here on land: Mountains, 
dunes, caves, plains, rocks, trees, darkness and light. Life, here, is equivalent to 
life deep down in the sea  and living animals here are equivalent to living fish in 
the sea".  

 - "But how  can sea  contain all these miscellaneous things and all these 
living beings?!"  

 - "Do not be deceived by appearances, my boy. What is deep down in 
the sea is much larger and much more diverse than anything outside."  

 The boy shaded his eyes with hand, trying to fix the distant horizon:  

 - "But sea surface is flat and still! It shows no prominent forms nor 
bizarre heads, nor any fish tails waving out in the regular sea waves!"  

 - "Do not be fooled  by surfaces, my son.  Appearances can be 
deceptive."  

 Using his hand, the father lifted his child's face up to the sky and said:  

 - "Look, my son,  at that beautiful blue dome up above?"  

 - "The sky, Dad?"  

 - "This blue sky is ours and the lions’ too.  But that undulating extension 
of blue water is the sky of fish and sharks."  

 

He stopped for a while, then added:  

 - "If sea living creatures should ever outstep that surface, their sky, they 
will be smothered and will die right away.  Similarly for us, Earthlings, if we 
should ever outstep with our naked bodies this blue dome, our sky, we will burn 
up to death."  

 

 The father concludes mumbling:  

 - "For everybody his own sky, my boy.  There are many different 
worlds, many different species, many different styles of life and many different 
ways of thinking.  This universe is infinitely diversified.  This diversity is the 
greatest secret of life and  the source of all the riches and wealth that you can 
see and feel.  Without these differences around, we could never have enjoyed 



this moment of beauty that will make us go back home, all refreshed and 
happy!"  

 

 The sun was drawing its sparkling carpet off sea surface, getting ready to  
disappear slowly between the two skies, when the child, overwhelmed with 
happiness, proclaimed loudly:  

 - "Life is beautiful, daddy!"  

 He said it adding his hand to his father’s:  The father’s eyes fixed on the sky 
above and the child on the sea ahead. 
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I never know why my father, every dawn, slips downstairs to the disused 
room underground and shuts himself in for such a long time.  

 
Would it be a prayer ritual? 
 
Acts of worship and prayer, however, do not require so much vigilance.  
 
Would it be a rite of witchcraft? 
 
But it has no accessories for this kind of usage: No brazier, nor ink pot, 

nor weeds, nor animal dry parts...  
 
He is only reading!  
 
Through the keyhole, I can see clearly his great interest in the text 

between his hands. His eyes are wide open, head dangling almost to the level of 
his yellow book and his breathing is clearly heard in the utter silence of the 
place. 

 
Can he be reading an erotic book?!  
 
Once he finishes his reading that seemed to me much closer to a liturgy, 

he puts his object of worship in a dusty drawer and locks it. Then, he puts the 
first key, silver in colour, in a briefcase that is closed with a copper key which 
he then puts in an old box that he closes with a smaller key. Finally, he hides the 
small key under the right-end corner of the mat partly covering the floor. 

 
At feeling him behind the door, I slip unobtrusively into the cubicle to 

avoid arousing suspicion. I stay there watching him climb up the stairs and look 
at his watch.  

 
That day, It was seven o'clock in the morning. From that time on, he 

would not be back home before noon. So, I  would have ample free time to 



search for my father’s favourite book and read it in the same favourite spot even 
if  time is not dawn.  

 
Having made sure that he had really gone to work, I rushed downstairs to 

the dark room. I slipped my fingers under the right-end corner of the mat in 
search of the small key with which I opened the box enduring the acrid smell of 
old wood flying up to my nostrils. Then, I picked up the copper key that helped 
me open the briefcase. But inside it, I found no key in any size or colour 
although I am sure that I saw, with my own eyes, my father slip the silver key 
inside.  

 
I vigorously shook the briefcase and heard a tinkling of several baubles 

within. I emptied its contents to see many keys fall at my feet. I tried the first 
key, the second, the third... I carried on trying until I found the silver key which 
allowed me to open the drawer and find myself finally in front of my book, my 
enigma.  

 
Is it the Koran?  
 
Not in the least, this is a strange book written with a calligraphy typically 

Moroccan but it is not the Koran.  
 
It is may be a will, a legacy, since the prologue is in the form of a pyramid 

scheme of pedigrees, and my family name is mentioned in every branch and 
every root.  

 
These can be my ancestors and this chart may be the path I must take to 

reach them.  
 
In the following pages, the names of my grandparents  seem to be written 

as titles on top of every single page. The text, composed mainly of two or three 
paragraphs, seem to be written with the hand of the grandfather mentioned in the 
title on top of the page. 

Every text was annotated by a different hand. This means that the book 
dates back to centuries ago. This probably justifies the deteriorating condition of 
the book that has been exposed for ages to mold and damp places and has 
suffered additional roughness caused by  the curious hands of the following 
generations of my ancestors who came, on their turn, to write down their 
comments. 

 
What could they have written?  
 
I read the first witness. 



 
I shuddered thoroughly.  
 
I read the second with great convulsion. 
 
I read the third, the fourth, the fifth and I found myself shivering all over. 
 
What has really happened to all my ancestors?  
 
Do I belong to a lineage of the cursed?   
 
Is it damnation? 
 
Have all my ancestors been wretched and miserable? 
 
Can wretch have such power as to set hand on an entire descendance? 
 
All my ancestors, throughout these pages, confess, with their own 

handwriting, their misfortune and attribute it to their disobedience to the will 
written by my first great-grandfather who has defined happiness and confined it 
to The Three Secret Keys.  

 
But where is this precious Testament?  
 
I searched the book line by line, page by page, from left to right and from 

right to left but in vain.  
 
Theoretically, the testament should be at the beginning of the book as it 

refers to my great-grandfather.  
 
Where can this Testament be?  
 
Time is short and I feel more and more uneasy under the crushing 

pressure of emergency. Confusion overwhelms me. The book unravels between 
my fingers and suddenly its binding yielded and its leaves scattered everywhere, 
unleashing a cloud of dust and a hurly-burly of coughing and sneezing.  

 
Thus ends the whole process usually done in haste, with remorse and 

regret!  
 
At once, I left the place to explore my family’s reaction to the chaos I 

have caused.  Luckily, nobody seemed to care. I looked up at  the sun and knew 
that I still had some more time ahead. So, I went down back to the dark room to 



complete my task. This time, I chose to sit down on the mat and concentrate on 
cooling down my nerves, alternating inspiration and expiration so as to recover 
my balance and then my ability to handle the situation wisely. 

 
Now, I am calm again and I can put everything in order with great 

dexterity and precision.  
In a few moments, the book was well-arranged and… Oh! 
 
Here is the Testament! 
 
Here is «The secret Of Secrets»! 
 
Here are «The keys To Happiness»! 
 
Here are «The Three Keys»!  
 
 
 
The Key Of Freedom: 
 
“Everybody, my son, has got a fine thread deep inside relating him to the 

little child he has been with all his innocence, happiness, lightness and 
riotousness… generating questions and welcoming life. 

However, the great battle, dear son, will always remain centralized on the 
honour of grasping that thread. If ever you let that  fibre fall in other people's 
hands, you will spend your whole life moving according to their will, dancing to 
their desire, cooling down to their order and weeping to their consolation… 

At that time, my son, you should know that you have become a mere 
puppet, a real doll with no force left and no will to act on your own.  

However, grasping the thread will still be far out of your reach unless you 
fall on the second key, “The Key of Dream”: your guide to your deeper world 
and your friend who will never care for your trouble when Truth is the target, 
leading you to the mirror, showing you your real face with your real name in 
your real environment… 

So, welcome, dear son, into the world of Dream: “ the world of 
Reality”!” 

 
 
 
The Key Of Dream: 
 
“Dear son, you may love music to get rid of boring silence. You may also 

love plastic composition that sets your vision free from monotony. You may even 



love poetry to renew yourself with creative imagery and original rhyming. You 
may, even more, love theatrical shows that open the tiny worlds on the bigger 
ones developing gradually from comic hints to serious visions… However, 
passion, real passion, dear son, is to have a full dream in your own sleep and to 
remember it fully in your waking. This chance is denied to most humans: to get 
rid of all the natural laws and fly as free as a dove, as light as a cloud, as 
carefree as the wind; to throw aside all the social laws and get naked like a 
baby happy with his first steps running merrily in public places, careless of laws 
of age, gender, tribe or race… Real passion, my dear son, is to live your own 
dreams and make them come true.” 

 
 
 
The Key Of Love: 
 
"Freedom, dear son, requires formation and tutorship. Dream can serve 

Freedom when his help is needed. Dreams, however, will need practical actions 
to make them real. Looking out to achieve “The Dream of Freedom”, there can 
be no practical action more efficient than Love. 

Love, dear son, is an endless journey. It is an adventure that can get you 
to the world of maturity, to the world of giving.  

Love is giving, dear son: Giving out of  your money, your time, your mind, 
your soul and your body… 

Love is the highest manifestation of healthy development in your 
character. However, dear son, you will neither experience full love nor enjoy the 
pleasure of being in love before loving yourself.  

Love yourself before loving anybody else. Go back to yourself. Identify 
your shining points. Control your strong points. Enjoy your beauty before the 
mirror. Remember the happy moments and the shining memories that have taken 
place in your past life and bring them back again to your present. Review your 
positive glossary and your style in  communicating with your interlocutors. 
Pride yourself on what distinguishes you from other people, knowing that only 
Difference justifies the continuity of Existence. 

Dear son, Love yourself so that you can easily love others. By owning 
love, you will set the wretched free; by owning happiness, you will deliver the 
miserable out of their gloomy cells; and by owning light, you will make the 
whole place around you brighter for all those souls  stumbling silently in their 
internal gloom."  

 
 
 
Now, it is midday.  

  



I closed the book and put it carefully in the drawer which I locked with 
the first key, and slid it into the briefcase that I closed with the second key and 
put it in the box to shut it with the tiny key that I slipped beneath the right-end 
corner of the mat. 

 
I got out and closed the door behind me. Then, I got upstairs to wait for 

my father in the dining-room.  
 
The next day, at dawn, I had a newer appointment with the same keyhole 

downstairs : attending my father’s rituals which are no longer a mystery to me. 
From that time on, instead of paying attention to the book in my father’s hands, I 
would focus on his  reactions to what he reads. 

  
Nevertheless, my father's mood seemed unusually strange. Instead of 

getting immersed in his book, his eyes got frozen on the small fingerprints on 
the dusty floor and his concern grew sharper when he noticed traces of my feet 
pacing forth straight to the key under the right-end corner of the mat...  

 
At that time, I saw his eyes fixed on me through the keyhole.  
 
Is he asleep?  

 
 

But I can see him blinking!  
 
 

Is he looking at me ? 
 
I glanced around and made sure that I was all alone in the darkness behind 

the door. 
 
In trying to put my eye back to the keyhole, the door opened all of a 

sudden and I found myself kneeling down in front of my father who resisted a 
grin:  

 
- Sorry, my son, to have you bothered with so much noise!  

 
I improvised a reply before surprise should paralyse me:  

 
- Yes, Daddy, and that is why I came down to find out.  
 
 



He patted my neck and carried on:  
 
- Very well, my son! Come in and find out!  
 
 

Then, he strode away towards the stairway while I stood still watching 
him climb up the stairs, one after the other. 
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  "Al-Hajjaj Ben Youssef Al-Thaqafi City Welcomes You."  
 
This is the first road board welcoming you at the edge of your car a few 

miles away from Al-Hajjaj Ben Youssef Al-Thaqafi City. Afterwards, slogans 
succeed on both sides of the main road: 

 
"For an Al-Hajjaj Ben Youssef Al-Thaqafi City witho ut slums by 2999" 
"For an Al-Hajjaj Ben Youssef Al-Thaqafi City witho ut corruption by 
2999" 
"For an Al-Hajjaj Ben Youssef Al-Thaqafi City witho ut unemployment by 
..." 
"For an Al-Hajjaj Ben Youssef Al-Thaqafi City witho ut prisons ..." 
"For an Al-Hajjaj Ben Youssef Al-Thaqafi City witho ut..." 
"For ..." 

 
I, finally, got to town centre after having read all the slogans planted all 

along the way. I stopped the car and went out for a walk until time comes to 
attend the conference for which I was invited. I walked along Boulevard Al-
Hajjaj Ben Youssef Al-Thaqafi towards Cinema Al-Hajjaj Ben Youssef Al-
Thaqafi. I stopped to examine all the posters announcing the films scheduled 
for the following week: Historical films cherishing the efforts and contributions 
of Al-Hajjaj Ben Youssef Al-Thaqafi in enlarging the territory of Islam. 

    
With my hands in my pockets, I walked away undisturbed in the streets 

of a city which I was discovering for the first time in my life. I strolled between 
Insurance Agencies Al-Hajjaj Ben Youssef Al-Thaqafi, Hairdressers’ Al-
Hajjaj Ben Youssef Al-Thaqafi, Cafés Al-Hajjaj Ben Youssef Al-Thaqafi, 
Studios Al-Hajjaj Ben Youssef Al-Thaqafi, Creameries Al-Hajjaj Ben 
Youssef Al-Thaqafi, Bakeries Al-Hajjaj Ben Youssef Al-Thaqafi, Groceries 
Al-Hajjaj Ben Youssef Al-Thaqafi, Laundries Al-Hajjaj Ben Youssef Al-
Thaqafi, Bars Al-Hajjaj Ben Youssef Al-Thaqafi, Pensions Al-Hajjaj Ben 
Youssef Al-Thaqafi, Hotels Al-Hajjaj Ben Youssef Al-Thaqafi, Motels Al-



Hajjaj Ben Youssef Al-Thaqafi, Garages Al-Hajjaj Ben Youssef Al-Thaqafi, 
Mosques Al-Hajjaj Ben Youssef Al-Thaqafi ...  

 
I found myself in the great central square of the city named  after Al-

Hajjaj Ben Youssef Al-Thaqafi. In the middle of the square stood a very 
beautiful ivory fountain, architecturally sublime: Fountain Al-Hajjaj Ben 
Youssef Al-Thaqafi. Something, however, has attracted my curiosity: The 
deserted place and the absence of any living action except for the posters 
plastered on the walls fluttering from their corners in the air. I got closer to read:  

 
"The Association Al-Hajjaj Ben Youssef Al-Thaqafi for 
Development, Justice, Culture, Education, Information, 
Communication, Sports, Human Rights, Chidren’s 
Rignts, Women’s Rights and the Rights for Minorities 
is organizing a conference on "The Bright Image of Al-
Hajjaj Ben Youssef Al-Thaqafi, Man of Justice and 
Despotism". 

 
At last, I reached the space of the conference but only to hear the last 

word in  the last intervention of the last guest: 
-"May God bless  Defunct Al-Hajjaj Ben Youssef Al-Thaqafi, He was 

such an Ideal  Judge!" 
 
A storm of cheers and applause filled the space flared up by a 

supercharged audience clapping their hands red, wiping away their watery eyes, 
showing truthfully their inner minds that have never read, nor seen nor  even 
heard anything else but Al-Hajjaj Ben Youssef Al-Thaqafi. 
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"Last night, Professor Evan Beloved Eternalson was awarded the Grand 

Prize By His Excellence The President Beloved Eternalson Himself at a 
colorful feast in the presence of His Eminence Adolph Beloved Eternalson, 
Ambassador Benito Beloved Eternalson and the official spokesman Mr. Franco 
Beloved Eternalson". 

 
The grand prize was awarded to Professor Evan Beloved Eternalson in 

a storm of applause from the audience and fans among great dignitaries of the 
state, which has greatly touched grand-prize winner, Professor Evan Beloved 
Eternalson, during his speech concerning his being selected for the prize thanks 
to his pioneering research entitled: "The blessing of His Excellency Mr. 
President is a necessity for economic development and territorial integrity" 
before bursting into tears, with his  hands raised to heaven, imploring God to 
protect His Excellency Mr. President Beloved Eternalson of all kinds of 
mischief and danger that threatens both Him and homeland.  

 
The foreign customer put on the table the newspaper written in his own 

native language. He sipped his coffee and called the waiter to slip a few coins in 
his hand and walk away leaving the waiter behind making his customers hear 
the kindness of strangers and the avarice of fellow-citizens.  

 
At the turning-point of the street, the stranger asked a young pedestrian:  

- Please, where can I find His Excellency The President Beloved Eternalson 
Institute For Culture?  
 

The homeboy paused, scratched his forehead with his forefinger and 
suddenly caught  the code: 
- Carry on this very street, Avenue Caligula. Then, turn left to Boulevard Nero. 
Then, right to Avenue Holako. Then left to Boulevard Evan The Terrible. 



Then, right to Avenue Mosolini. Then, left to Boulevard Stalin. Then, right to 
Avenue Bocassa. Then, left ... Then, right ... Then, left ... Then, right… 

 
The stranger, both confused and lost within this surge of names of 

emperors, sultans, princes, presidents, leaders, governors and policy 
professionals:  
- Sorry, I couldn’t grasp your directions because of the disproportionate number 
of names and streets ...  
- Don’t bother about it. Our city is large and its streets are plentiful...  
- Have you not, in your country, other people like scientists, thinkers, artists, 
writers and athletes of higher rank?  

 
The homeboy took no pleasure in the question and replied by asking 

another question:  
- Why, then?  

 
After a brief moment, the stranger, himself, added to the series of 

unanswered questions another one:  
- Do you have brothers, children or relatives?  
- Yes.  
- What are their names?  
- Franco, Evan, Adolph, Benito...  

 
The stranger, thunderstruck:  

- Even in your dreams, down deep in your lives and inside your home?!...  
 
The homeboy understood that the stranger is a suspicious type, an 

intelligence agent who wants to spy on him and who has no intention of seeking 
a street or a square. Then, his face grew pale and fear overwhelmed him 
thoroughly. Suddenly, he jumped so frightened that he nearly fell down in such 
a soft race that reveals, to the naked eye, the burden of the big names on the 
exhausted bodies in their march towards Emancipation.  
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The slogans bursting out of the demonstration:  
 
We are not afraid of your oppression  
Nor can your massacres destroy us  
Our legal claims nourish in us  
The useful  fight for our legal question  
 
No freedom , no employment  
No education, no development…  
 
 
The megaphone:  
 
"O protesters! This is an illegal gathering, an unauthorized action and a 
violation to public order.  So, you have two minutes to disperse peacefully. 
Otherwise, our security forces will do it by force...  
 
This is an illegal gathering, an unauthorized action and a violation to public 
order.  So, you have two minutes to disperse peacefully. Otherwise, our security 
forces will do it by force...  
 
O protesters! This is… So ... Otherwise ... "  
 
 
The helicopters unleash their rain of leaflets:  
 
-Look at the sky!  
-Why are all those helicopters hovering above?   
-They will bomb us!  
-No, they must be taking photos for us!  
-But look carefully: they are dropping thousands of leaves in the air!  
-Bank-notes, I think?  
-No, they these seem to be much larger...  
-Leaflets?  



-But it is us who should distribute leaflets, not helicopters!...  
-Here is the first  one! 
-Oh! It is a manifesto!  
 
 
Reading the manifesto:  
 

Brave people! Free people! Good people! The country calls you. The 
country salutes you  and lets you know the latest good news: The rate of growth 
this year has reached its maximum with the opening of new markets worldwide 
and increasing demand for our products, prostitution and plants of happiness ...  

 
This can only have a positive impact on internal labour market  since it 

will assimilate all the active citizens. As for the inactive,  we have reserved an 
unemployment benefit in daily life: a prostitute and a bunch of the plant of 
happiness for every idle citizen.  

 
Brave people! Free people! Good people! Congratulations and Glory to 

our homeland! ... 
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At the hairdresser’s:  
 
-Please, make it a little bit shorter!  
-No, that’s enough. Otherwise, you will look less beautiful as you have lost so 
much hair on top of your head and on both sides of your temples...  
-Have you got any explanation for hair loss?  
-The only idea that comes to mind right now is that  you have grown a little bit 
old!  
-And how can you, as a barber, distinguish the young from the old?  
-It is automatically done through the detection of this gray hair invading your 
scalp and these long hairs peeping out of your ears!  
 

 
At the Vidéoclub:  
 
-Please, Can you find me any "Shashi Kapoor"  in DVD format? 
-Here it is! Have a look at the film to make sure of the quality of  recording!  
-What’s that? Has "Shashi Kapoor" shifted to playing roles of grandfathers?!  
-Here you should know that you have grown older with your stars?  
-But how do you know my age while we are met for the first time?  
-Well, it is not a question of identity nor of any kind of knowledge of the other, 
dear customer. The simple fact that you are fascinated by actors who have 
shifted from roles of youth  to roles of  old age proves that you have grown old 
with them!  
 
 
Club officials:  
 
-This requires availability and willingness and I cannot afford that, unluckily.  
-Ah yes! Especially when you have grown old!  
-How do you know that I have?  
-With that paunch that you have dangling over your trouser leather belt!...  
 



 
On the main street:  
 
-There you are my friend, at last!...  
-Have you forgotten my name? I was the closest of all your friends in university 
years!...  
-Be patient, please! Your name, I have it on the tip of my tongue!...  
-Yes, dear friend, time has passed quickly and you have grown old!  
-Does the fact of forgetting someone's name automatically refers to old age?!  
-The little watch that you wear on your wrist, dear friend, counts such small time 
units as seconds, minutes and hours that flow through the small hands within 
your watch during the day. However, the bigger time clock has bigger hands 
which do not care about small calculations by small watches on the small wrists 
of small people but takes care of  erasing memories, images and names. 
Accondingly, the older man grows, the emptier his memory becomes under the 
silent erasure of the bigger time hands.  

 
 

 
Dialogue with u stranger to our local community:  
 
-Why do people here insist on my old age?  
-Because they have all grown old.  
-But they are obsessed so much by old age?!  
-Because they encounter no youth all around.  
-Haven’t they got children, boys and girls?  
-Yes, they have but all the young here when they come to the threshold of 
majority, they engage their countdown to reach their second adulthood, which is 
modelled on that of migration.  
-Where do they migrate to?  
-There, where youth is everlasting. 



TEXT 12: 
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He owns nothing at home that may be targeted by ephemeral greedy 

hands: No furniture, no dishes, no children, no woman... Nothing but the worn-
out clothes which He had on Him. Yet, every morning, He stands on the 
doorstep to nourish stray dogs seeking, in exchange, their keeping watch over 
the door of His tumbledown house in this ghetto surrounding the city from every 
side: Hungry, stray dogs apparently unable to discern thieves from proprietors 
but can at least, in recognition to The Man who feeds them at day, show some 
sign of presence at night with a bark or two in case any stranger dares approach 
His door...  

 
The morning is foggy and cold. The Man steps out and sits on the 

threshold of His house. Dogs, in various shapes and breeds, approach Him, but 
only two of them, a dog and a bitch, dare get nearer reaching out to lick His 
hands and shoes while the other five keep their distance...  

 
It is getting cold. The Man and the two dogs sit down face to face, 

blowing their white breaths on each other’s face before The Man stands 
suddenly up, steps back and disappears behind the door but only to come back 
with His lap filled with bare loaves of stale bread that He begins to crumble at 
the feet of the two dogs wriggling their tails with happiness, panting with 
appetite and looking now and then back to the other five dogs staying in the 
background at a safe distance...  

 
The Man finishes crumbling bread. He reaches for the two dogs’ necks to 

cajole them, closes the door behind Him and strides away towards the centre of 
the city in search of some work to enable Him win His own bread.  

 
The two dogs stuff themselves with stale bread while grunting their 

threats to the other dogs in the near background to dissuade them from the 
slightest idea of approaching.  

 
Having understood the warning message, the five dogs keep resting and 

waiting while the two dogs keep devouring bread and glancing menacingly at 
them.  



 
The male dog is planning to leave but stops suddenly to think of the 

remaining crumbs on the ground. It throws a look at the other five dogs but finds 
them indifferent to what is happening. Then, it looks at the bread spread all over 
and bends down to help the bitch lick the place clean.  

 
All of a sudden, the male dog lifts up its head and his eyes look bulging 

showing great difficulty while trying to swallow what is stuck in his throat. The 
dog looks behind and shows threateningly its teeth to the other five dogs which 
reply with a constant indifference, lying on their stomach and breathing softly 
without blinking an eyelash.  

 
The male dog returns towards the remaining bread on the ground but finds 

the latest piece too hard to swallow. The dog keeps trying and trying until 
collapsing down: coughing heavily, blowing noisily, snoring madly, kicking 
about desperately, trying to get the bread stuck in its throat out or down by 
rolling over, kicking about and spinning around like a weathervane but only to 
clean the ground beneath.  

 
In the near background, the other five dogs, sitting still in their little 

corner feigning not to pay attention to the dying dog, seem, on the other hand, 
interested in the bitch involved entirely in eating and turning occasionally back 
to growl at them with great suspicion.  

 
When the bitch feels both stuffed and exhausted,  it stops to rest by the 

pieces of bread rejected by the dying male dog’s legs, sniffed them one after the 
other before picking them up alternatively between its jaws. The other five dogs 
do not move. They just contemplate the scene, blinking their eyes nonchalantly. 
The bitch tries to bark menacingly but the different sizes of bread stuffed 
between its jaws lessen the force of barking and make it dull.  

 
With flies devouring the bitch’s hind parts, it shakes itself up to chase 

them away but the pieces of bread that it has long worked to master within its 
mouth fell down. It stoops down to pick them up in one go. At last, it manages 
to do. It starts moving slowly away with the overweight bread both in its 
stomach and between its jaws, glancing back alternatively at the other five dogs 
and the remaining pieces of bread still on the ground until it disappears at the 
far-away corner in the end of the street.  

 
Hardly had the bitch gone when the other five dogs got up slowly, tiptoe 

along towards the remaining bread scattered near the dead dog’s legs. They 
glance at the corner of the street where the bitch has just been. Then, they jump 
on the crumbs of bread to devour them, waving their tails to cool down the fear 



whizzing wildly in their hind part, constantly looking back to avoid any kinds of 
surprise or punishment.  

 
Barely had the bitch reappeared with its big dangling breasts swinging 

freely between its legs when the other five dogs jumped up and ran away at full 
speed without the slightest look behind. The bitch moves forth slowly sniffing at 
the old traces of bread but does not find a crumb. It looks up at the horizon but 
only to see the fleeing dogs like five little points in their mad race, drawing 
geometric shapes of all kinds, unbelieving their safety from a different breed of 
dogs which prefer dying of indigestion than sharing a few crumbs. 
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1 -) With Man (Song):  

 
American blue-eyed beauties  
We owe them so much  
Our girls are set free  
Even the ugliest ones  
Are under demand  
You hear nothing but "OK, OK!"  
That’s just the way it is!  
 
In bus stops, in stations  
I cannot find my turn  
Right and left  
My word is worthless  
Carriages are busy all day long  
Thanks to the Americans.  
You hear nothing but "OK, OK!"  
That’s just the way it is! 
 
They delivered sweets, fluorine  
Chewing gum and dollars  
Even our old women turned to drink Rum  
With the Americans  
You hear nothing but "OK, OK!"  
"Come on!", "Bye-Bye!"  
 
Too much humiliation pouring down on our heads  
But people all around are satisfied  
American charity suits them  
And our women are always winning  
You hear nothing but "OK, OK!"  
"Give me dollars! "  
   

 "The Blue Eye", Song, 1945 
 Lyrics, composition and singing by Moroccan Popular Singer  

HOUCINE SLAOUI  
 

 
2 -) Below Man (Piece of Information):  

 



"... It is likely that the girls have been drugged by the foreign tourist to have a better 
management of the actresses when filming, especially that some images show his "sadism" 
and "brutality" during his intercourses with his "victims". One of the scenes shows him 
urinating on one of its partners"…  

 
 
The Foreign Tourist  Commenting On ThePiece Of Information:  

 
"I want to clarify that I can be guilty of many other crimes but I can never be 

condemned for bringing insult to the image of  this city which has always been so centuries 
before I visited it. What I have actually done is nothing but exposing these practices occurring 
daily in your area. "  
 
 
3 -) Below Animals (Another Piece of Information):  
 

"A group of girls has been arrested for the crime of  prostitution while their foreign 
customers were sent back to their countries (...)  

This case seems to be related to the discovery of some girls (...) infected with a 
"strange disease" that they may have had, according to rumors, by sleeping with dogs 
belonging to foreign tourists"… 
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